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to find that we were apparently to go on turning
slowly round and round the whole way. Never
was there a more idyllic way of travelling. To
quote from Soane, who had done the same journey
a year or two before :
" There is an ease and comfort about it all that
only the traveller fresh from the road can appreciate.
The abundance of cool, clean water is the chief
delight of the journey, contrasting with the ever-
present trouble of the road, with its water often
enough scarce, and always obtained only at the
expense of considerable manual labour. The dust
and filth, the long, wearying stages, the trouble of
loading and unloading and of seeking food in
obscure bazaars when one is dead tired, the
awakening from a sleep all too short in the dark
before dawn, all these are past, and all there is to
do is to lie at full length upon the bales and give
oneself up to the luxury of pure laziness and en-
joyment of the view.55
We tied up for the first night by a large Kurdish
encampment, and I was just going ashore with my
smaller saucepan to get some milk, when the
gendarme rushed forward to stop me. " What is
the matter ? " I asked. " You will die if you go
ashore here," he said in his broken Arabic. " These
people will cut your throat." " But I shall die if
I have no milk," I protested. Seeing that I meant
to go, he picked up his carbine and prepared to
escort me, but I preferred to go without him, as
from what I had heard of the attitude of the Kurds
to the Turks I thought I should get on better alone.
Putting on the famous topee, I walked across to
the encampment, where I was greeted with friendly
curiosity by the shepherds. As soon as they under-

